RENDEZVOUS IN HELL
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It was not quite five o'clock when a valet in the Hotel Trianon came
hurrying down from the third floor and whispered to the manager.

The manager immediately sent for the head porter.

"Is there a doctor here? Send for a doctor at once."

Then, seeing Lartois having tea in the gallery with a number of
ladies, he went to him and said: "Excuse me, Monsieur le Professeur,
perhaps if you would come ... Monsieur Wilner ..."

They went up in the lift.

As they hurried down the corridor they saw two housemaids and a
valet whispering outside the door.

Lartois and the manager went into the suite.

Eduard Wilner was sitting at his desk, his body collapsed, his fore-
head fallen on his papers. The back of his huge head, so like a sacred
bull's, seemed offered up to all the light of the windows. His hand hung
down over the arm of his chair. His fountain-pen had fallen on to
the carpet, which was absorbing the ink.

Lartois raised the head. It was already cold, huge and dangling,
inert as a piece of butcher's meat, heavy as a marble bust.

The eyelids were half-closed over the glassy eyes, the nostrils, on
which the whole weight of the head had rested, were crushed against
the bone, as if the carelessness of the centuries had already broken the
statue's nose.

There was a little ink on the eyebrow where it had touched the paper.

"It's all over," said Lartois, "and has been for at least half an hour.
There's nothing to be done but carry him to the bed."

Lartois looked at the dramatist's huge, black, rapid writing that
sprawled, sprinkled with commas, over the white sheets of paper.

"I reply seven days, so as not to spend more time on it than God
needed to create the Universe."

The manuscript ended there.   But it was not on that page that^
Wilner had been working.

The sheet of paper over which he had collapsed was a half-page cut,
as if from a habit of economy, for the making of a note.

And on this little sheet, Lartois read: "Lucienne is coming at five
o'clock. Lucienne has beautiful buttocks. All girls7 buttocks ..."

The appalling and incoherent obscenity of the lines that followed
brought a pained frown to Lartois's brow. He discreetly slipped the
shocking page into his pocket so that literary history might not be de-
prived of the splendid legend of the dramatist collapsing over his work
at the very moment when he was comparing love to the creation of
the world.

"I was just bringing him his tea as usual. And found him like this,"
the valet explained.
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